THE    MEMOIRS    OF
sleep and ordered him harshly to rise and come along with
the others.
The moon in her first quarter was just above the trees
as they set out upon what Rashleigh, with last night's over-
heard conversation in his mind, little doubted was an adven-
ture even more nefarious than those he had already un-
willingly shared. Foxley went forward with more than his
customary caution, and the reason was clear in the almost
continuous baying of house-dogs, which proved the district
to be well populated. They trudged for some hours in
silence, coming at last to a large clearing, in the centre of
which was a cluster of huts in darkness. The marauders
walked boldly up to these, and lifting the latch walked into
the main building, closing the door behind them just in
time to prevent the house-dogs from leaping after them,
As McCoy secured a light, a man in his nightshirt came out
of an inner room into that in which the group of four men
were standing, grumbling drowsy imprecations on the noisy
hounds which had disturbed his sleep. Before he knew that
he was not alone, Foxley's hand was on his shoulder and his
pistol muzzle pressed against his forehead. The man started
and began to cry out, when Foxley whispered harshly:
'Silence, or I'll drive a brace of bullets through your
skull T
Driving the householder to the other side of the room, he
demanded to be told what other men were asleep in the
house.
'Only my two sons and a stranger,* was the reply.
'Where are they?'
'In yonder/ replied the old man, who was shaking as with
ague, pointing to a door other than that from which he had
emerged.
Foxley, leaving Smith in charge of the settler, went with
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